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But now from the wall saw the Scylding-folks'

warder,

E'en he who the holm-cliffs should ever be holding,

Men bear o'er the gangway the bright shields

a-shining,                                                         231

Folk-host gear  all ready.    Then  mind-longing

wore him,
And stirr'd up his mood to wot who were the

men-folk.

So shoreward down far'd he his fair steed a-riding,
Hrothgar's Thane, and full strongly then set he

a-quaking

The stark wood in his hands, and in  council-
speech speer'd he:

What men be ye then of them that have war-
gear,
With byrnies bewarded, who the keel high up-

builded

Over the Lake-street thus have come leading,
Hither o'er holm-ways hieing in ring-stem ?     240
End-sitter was I, a-holding the sea-ward,
That  the  land  of the Dane-folk  none of the

loathly

Faring with ship-horde ever might scathe it.
None yet have been seeking more openly hither
Of shield-havers than ye, and ye of the leave-word
Of the framers of war naught at all wotting,